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Hat gats thee look ſac dowf, dear Sandy ſay, 
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55 Chear up dall Fallow, take thy Reed and play; Fo 
My Apron Deary, —— or ſome wanton Tune, ; 
Be merry Lad, dep ty Heart aboon. 


SANDY. 14 3 

NA, Na! It winna do! Leave me to mane, _ 
This aught Days twice o'er telld I'll whiftle nance. + 4 
7 > 1 

| WOW Man, that's unc ſad, — is that ye'r Jo | 3 
| Has ten the Strunt? — Or has ſome Bogle-bo | Y 


q Glowrin frae mang auld Waws gi'en ye a Fleg : : x q 
. Or has ſome dawted Wedder broke his Leg? 7: +58 
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MIT HIN like that, | fic Troubles eth were born 2. 
| . L 3 m * Wedders or what's Mals r ; 


| Our Loſs is meikle mair, . Remeed, 0 
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DEAD af Wen ape vp my 5 80 88 
e yer we, "© . 
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itz at the Bought hau aft! ja we tdrec hee, * 
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3 - THAT's true indeed: Byt now thae Days are gane, 
f b And with him 22 that's pleaſant on the Plain, , . . , , 
A Summer Day Beyer chought it lang | . 

To bear him make a Royndel or a Sang. 25 : 

I ſect he ſung where Vines and Myrtles BH 3 


1d vimpling Waters which in Latium flow, 
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Num the Mentues Herd, oha lang finlyne 
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While on Burn Banks the yellow Gowan grows, 


Or wand'ring Lambs rin bleeting after Ews, * 22300 
His Fame ſhall laft, left ſhalt his Sang of Weirs, 1 


Fad he been tp the b 500 if out Days, + © +70. uY 
Wi E D 1 be had/frankly dealt bis b:: 
As lang's the Warld ſhall Amarylis ken, Ws... 4 
His Roſamond ſhall eccho thro* the Glenz © 


While Britiſh Bairns brag of their bauld Forbears. 7 
We'll mickle miſs his blyth and witty jeſt 


At Spaibing Time, or at our Lambmaſs Feaft, 
O Richy, but tis hard that Death ay reaves « 
Away the:beft Fouck, and the ill anes leaves. 


Hing down ye'r Heads ye Hills, greet out ye'r Spring, 
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RICH T. 
THAN he had ay 2 good Advice to gie, 


And kend my Thoughts aniaiſt as well as me; 
Had I been thowleſs, vext, or oughtlins ſow'r, | 


He wad have made me blyth in haff an Hour. . 
Had Rafe ta en the Dorts, — or had the Tod 5 


Kindly he'd laugh when fac he faw e 
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ort Thing be bad an unco* Skill, - 
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| He keod be Moon Li aw T la eb and fn. reds.” I] 
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dung in that Sang be loot me ſee. | | 
. 2 © The Lade af: asg down : * 5 
| u their Tongues, O Riang: ar bis Tales. 
A : & © £7 8 AND 3 bus $7 tuft ar . 
Y | | 4 . 


SOUND. be his Sleep, ie e nl 8 
Her in 2 better Caſe than be or me; - 8 Seh 314 
| Hewiog'ergook fares 'the Gods bus tren 1 uo! 
- Their ain but back. — he was borrow'd-len. 
bee good, gin Virtue be our Dif, ART y 
may we yet forgecher boon the Lift, 

*— But ſee the Shoep are wyſing to the Clengh; | 92 


= —_ has toons or Ouſen frac the Plevgh, , If bow BY 


„e eee 


EXPLANATION 
Nich and SANDY. 
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"HAT makes thee look ſo. ſad? Dear ona, 
Rouſe up dull Fellow, take thy Reed and * 
A merry Jig, or try ſome other Art, 9 2 
To raiſe thy Spirits, and cheer up thy Heart: T | 
SANDY EA ne ee 
No, no, i will not do; leave me to moan j 
Till twice eight Days are paſt In whiftle none.” 45 
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Or, tell me, hath ſome horrid Soothe, Lad, | Ys. 
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(Glaring from Ruins old, in ſilent Night) 3 
Surpriz'd, and put thee i ina panic Fright 7 1 
4 Or ails that 4 ought, thy Favourite? = PX: 4 
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Such Troubles inigt with mach more Eaſe be ben: 

© Whats Goblins, Weathers, or what's Woman's Scorn N. 
Our Loſs is greater far; e 
S . ply hog fo ſweetly on the Meads | 
| RICE. | 
© PTY ay thou? Guard „ 
What Burthens, Gods, ye lay on feeble Man! 
0 Alack I cannot blame thee for thy Orief; 
r more than thou, to find Relie.. 
"a better Lad ne'er leand on Shepherd's Crook, | 
Nor after Game halloo'd his Dog to ol. 
nos glad bete Ews give Milk have we three been, 
3 and gay upon the Green ! 


SANDY. bw 
Tunes ee indeed; but now, alas ! in vain 


we ſeck for Pleaſure on the rural Plain: 
3 Enever thought a Summer's Day too long 
| Ap her his Couplets, or his tunefull Song. 

| how ſweet he ſang. where Vines and Myrtles grow, | 

| Ad winding Stats which in old L . flow! . 
{Bt Monmes Herd, who long ago: OY | 1 hs 


1 
"© * 
4 4 


. 1 4 - 2 
= S 1 
t on baten | 8 
yer: * Wees © OG 
oy | , l » 
* . 4 dl - | Did 
p. p $5.3 F * 
a 2 1 \ a w 9 . * 
13 PE. 2 ” bay mY 9 I * 
bo x „ 22 N 
Et *- £ ' . 
- Zeb | 
." * — — Y / > : 
"3 5 8 ie 5 * — 


I 62S N 7. 7 Ty 
„ Did he, fam'd Bard, bot live in theſe our Days, | 
= He would with Addy freely ſhare his Bays, rt - 
As long as Shepherds: nen. hear, | $76.4 
80 long his Roſamond ſhaft pleaſe the Ear. | | 
| While ſpangled Daiſie near the Riv'let grows, 
And tender Lambs ſeek after bleating Ews, 

His Fame ſhall laſt. Laft ſhall his Song of Wars, 

While Britiſh Youngfters boaſt of Anceſtors, 

Much ſhall we miſs his merry witty Jefts 
At weaning Times, and at our Lombmaſs Feaſts; | | 
|| Oh Rely! Nie! Death hath been unkind = 
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* To take the Good, and leave the Il behind. 
1 Bow dawn your Heads, ye Hills, weep dry your Springs, 
b For on their Banks no more the Shepherd ſings. 
= - RICHY. ee 
= Then be had always good Advice to give, © - | 


& 3 And could my Thoughts, like as my ſelf, conceive, 
|. - When I'ye been drooping, verx'd, or in the * 
| In one half Hour with him I've merry been. 1 
Had Jena froward been, or Raynard bod. 
Worry'd my Lamb, or were my n E 
„ Kindly he'd ſmile, when be obſerv'd me grieves 
«I er divine „ 9 
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Athy 425 things to PerfeQion' WRT 2 Ute 

Saw by the Moon how Tides would a 

He knew, what knew he not ? Een to a'Hair - 

He'd tell o'er Night if next Day would be'fair. 

The fam'd blind Bard ſang in myfierions Phraſe - 

How envious Satan did firſt Miſchief raiſe 3 

But oft heneath the well-ſpread Birchen. Tree 

The Beauties of that Song he made me ſee. 

The Laſſes oſt flung down their Rakes and Pais, 

ad held their Tongues, Oh range! to hear ks Tale 
: SR WDT.” 
Sound be his Sleep, and ſoft his Waking bez 
More happy is he far than thee or me: | 
ern for us; the Gods but lent | 
Him here below, when hither he was ſent. 

_ if Virtue be our Aim, ; 

E Then we may meet above the Skies again. 

But ſee how tow'rds the Glade the Fatlings £94 

Nene, hath tan the Oxen from the Plough; 

Jug hath prepard the Supper 'gainft we come, 

| And. lacs-calfd Cows ſtand lowing near en 

FTuen lern have done, and to our Reft repair, | 
ON 7 —— help, eee beſte 9 
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NA LLAN RAMSAY, 


ON 1 18 * 
Richy and Sandy. 


By Mr. Buxcuer. 
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ELL fare thee, Allan, who, in Mother Tongues. 


So ſweetly hath of breathleſs Addy ſung. 
His endleſs Fame thy arm! Genius br d, 
And thou haſt written as it he inſpir'ds 
Richy and Sendy, who do him ſurvive, 
Long as thy rural Stanza's laft, ſhall lie. 
© The grateful Swains thou'ft' made, in tuneful Verf, | 
Mourn ſadly o'er their late=—loft Patron's Hefte. | 
Nor would the Mantuan Bard, if living, blame 
Thy pious Zeal, or think thou'ft hurt his Fame, 
Since Addiſon's inimitable Lys 
s an equal T Title to the ba. 
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ty ad an things to PerfeQion know 105 me, 


Sa by the Moon how Tides would * is e 
He knew, what knew he not ? Een to a Hair 
_ He'd tell o'er Night if next Day would be fair. 


The fam'd blind Bard ſang in myfterions Phraſ® - 
Hoy envious Satan did firſt Miſchief raiſe 3 : 
But oft heneath the well-ſpread Birchen. Tree 
The Beauties of that Song he made me ſee, 
The Laſſes oſt flung down their Rakes and Pais, 

And held their Tongues, Oh ftrange ! to hear his Tales, 


SAND. 
Sound be his Sleep, and ſoft his Waking bez 


© More happy is he far than thee or me: 
rn 
Him bere below, when hither he vas ſent. 
| Jetwbe good if Virtue be our Aim, f 
Then we may meet above the Skies again. 2 . 
But ſes how tow'rds the Glade the Fatlings go; 
. Thomes hath ta en the Oxen from the Plough 3 

Joes hath prepard the Supper 'gainft we come, 
NIE IA Cope flagd towing near their Flame x | 
A done, and to dur Reſt repair, 


To 
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ALLAN RAMSAY, 


ON HIS 1 4 
"vg Richy and Sandy. in 


By Mr. Buxchzr- n 


ELL fare thee, Allan, who, e 1 
80 er bath eee en. 61 
His endleſs Fame thy nat ral Genius fir d, 2 0 
And thou haſt written as it he inſpir .. i: 
Rich and Sandy, who do him ſurvive; / 1 9 
| Long as thy rural Stanza's laſt, ſhall live. 
The grateful Swains thou ſt made, in tuneful Verſe, 2 i 
Mourn ſadly o'er their late loſt Patron's Here. 
Nor would the Mantuan Bard, if living, Wo 2255 
Thy pious Zeal, or think thou ſt hurt his Fame, : EC 
Since Addiſon's inimitable Lass 1 OY 
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4 f He puſhes them into the rapid Stream. | 
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i r of Armies frag; bs b Ws Z 
It ſeem'd as if he in the hoſtile Piss 1 | 


Had preſent-been, His Pen bath to the Lis 
Trac'd every Afton in the ſanguine Strife. e. 
In Council now ſedate the Chief appears, | n 
dee bedr thyndersin Zoveries En = 


Thus beaten out of Blenbeim's neighb'ring Fields, 

The Salis Gen'ral to the Viktor yield, = ; 
& Who, as Britaxxic's Virgil bath obſerv'd, | | + 
E Brom threatmd Fate all Europe then preſery»d. : 


Nor doft thou, | Romſey, fightleſs Milton wrong BD |. 
By ought contain d in thy melodious Song ; Fa <p 

© For none but Addy could his Thoughts ſublime | v9 
. So well unriddle, or his myſtick Rhime. «| 
5 And when he deign'd to let his Fancy rove 25 a 5 
| Where Sun-burnt Shepherds to the Nymphs make Love, F 
No one eier told in ſofter Notes the Tales 
Of mr Pleaſures in the ſpangled Valea. 


3 So much, Oh Alan! I thy Lines revere, 
IH Suck Veneration fo his Mem'sy bear, | 
4 | That 1 no longer could my Thanks refrain 
. For Kan thou ſt ung of the lamented Swain, | 
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| Divide the World 8 as they like. 


My Gratitude, but Fleetching or a Flaw, 


Tin to the bleſt Ehen Bowers ye gang 3* 
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Josian Bunchzr Ei; 
1 for Fame, at the Pieras Spring, | 


The Poet takes a Waught, then ſeys to ans 

Nature, and with the tentieft View to ht 
' Her bonny Side with bauldeft Turns of Wit. 
Streams flide in Verſe, in Verſe the Mountains riſe, 
When Earth turns toom he rumages the Skies, | 2 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the Fields of Reſt,; 


Doups down to vifit ilka laigh-land Ghaiſt. 1 115 | 


O hartſome Labour! Wordy Time and Paing 
That frac the Beſt Eſteem and Friendſhip gain, 
Be that my Luck, and let the greedy Bike 


In blyth braid Scots allow me, Sir, to hay 


May Routh o Pleaſures light upon ye lang, 


Wha're clapt my Head ſas brawly for my Sang · | 


| L N +> . 
When honours Burchet and his Maiks are e plead 
With my Corn. pipe, up to the Starns I'm heez'd 5 
Whence far I glowr to the Fag-end of Time, 
And view the Warld delighted wi my Rhime. 
That when the Pride of ſpruſh new Words are laid,” 
T like the Claſſick Authors ſhall be red. 

Stand yon't, proud Czar, I wadna niffer Fame 
With thee, for a thy Furrs and paughty Name. 


If fic great Ferlies, Sir, my Maſe can do, 
As ſpin a three. plait Praiſe where it is due, 
Frae me there's nane deſerves it mair than you. 
3 : e me ! Frae ilky ane z for ſure a Breaſt 
Buse gen'rous is of a that's Good poſſeſt. 
Tin! can ſerve ye mair, Pu wiſh ve veel, 
And aſt in ſparkling Claret drink hour Heal: 
Minding the Memery of the Great and Good 
Sweet Addiſon, the Wale of humane Blood, | 
Wha fell, (as Horace anes faid to his Billy) 
* febilior . tibi OE | 
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